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Refuge 


Author's Notes: 
| blame Chrissy for all the Jovi/Leppard crossovers. | thank Chrissy for being my Steve-help. And for giving 
me the bunny. And probably some other stuff. 


Steve leaned over the balcony railing, sounds of the city below drowned out by distance and the party roaring 
behind him. He tapped his cigarette against the edge, watching the ash float downward until it disappeared as 
he took another drag. 


Barely over the ruckus of the party, he heard a few clicks behind him. "Dammit. Hey, got a light?" 


Without turning around, Steve nodded and fished out his lighter, holding it out to the side. With any luck, the 
new guy would smoke fast and go away. Kind of ruined the point of coming out here to get some alone time if 


there was someone else around. 


"Thanks." The lighter left his fingers, another click, and a body appeared in his peripheral vision. Thankfully, the 
stranger just handed back the lighter, not saying another word. 


They smoked in silence, or as close to silence as you can get in a nameless big city with a party full of 
nameless rock stars and nameless groupies in full swing behind you. Steve almost forgot the stranger was 
there, eyes drawn back down to the street below and the cars driving by. This high up, they were just lights 
floating by. 

The party roared more loudly in Steve's ears, music that sounded familiar but he couldn't place swirling with 
giggles from groupies and drunken shouts of bandmates and people he was supposed to know. The man next to 
him sighed, and Steve looked up at him. 

"Not in a party mood?" 

He shook his head, the flop of his curls almost comical. "Not really a party person" 

Steve smiled a little, the corners of his mouth turning up so slightly he might as well have saved himself the 
effort. He stubbed out his cigarette, dropping it over the edge. There was an ashtray in the corner of the 
balcony - this was more satisfying. The butt disappeared only a little farther down than the ashes had. 

He lit up another one, holding out his hand after he put the lighter back in his pocket. "I'm Steve." 


"David" They shook hands and leaned back over the railing, two sets of ashes sprinkling downward like gray 


snowflakes. "I don't usually run into anyone out here" 
"Me neither.” 

"Guess that's a good thing, It'd get kind of crowded, 30 or so refugees packed onto a balcony” 
Refugees. What a perfect word 


The party died down a little bit. That, or Steve's focus had shifted away from it again. Maybe the party had 


stayed at the same level all night, changing in his ears when his concentration shifted. 
Nah. He didn't have that much control. 
"We're not supposed to be here." 


David's voice was soft and deep, just loud enough to be heard over the music-laughter-shouting. Quiet enough 


Steve realized he still didn't mind he wasn't alone anymore. 
"Hm?" 


"Here, in this business. Music. Shy people aren't supposed to do show biz" 


"No, we're not.” 

The cars beneath them were fewer and farther between Everyone must have gotten where they were going. 
Steve had forgotten his watch, but he'd guess it was around three in the morning. Hopefully the party would 
wind down soon, at least enough so he could leave without looking like he was rushing to get out of there. 


"| think they're right. Can | use your lighter again?" 


Steve nodded, though for the hair in his face he had no idea if David was looking at him, and held out his 
lighter again. "Who's right?" 


A click, and a deep breath. It was surprising how easily he could hear those little noises with the roar behind 
him. Maybe it did have to do with his focus. 


"Who's right?" 
"Them. The people who say shy people have no place here.” 


"You really think you have no business doing what you're doing?" Whatever that is. Steve had learned long ago 


not to ask, not to make it obvious you don't know someone you're supposed to know. 

‘| like playing. It's the other stuff - this stuff" Steve tucked his hair behind his ear in time to see David wave 
his arm back towards the party. "| hate it. Enough that | spend more time wondering if I'd be happier if | just 
packed up and went home than thinking about playing.” 

Steve shrugged. "Everyone does the ‘what if‘ thing, though." 

He watched David watch his cigarette, letting it burn down a little and tapping it on the edge. The ashes swirled 
in the wind and vanished against the street. Steve glanced down at his forgotten cigarette, now not much more 
than a column of ash. He dropped it, watching it flutter apart, the ashes vanishing before the butt. 

"| guess." 

Its hard, yeah. Harder for guys like us than for the," he glanced behind him, eyes catching the first guy he 
saw, "Jon Bon Jovis of the world. But that doesn't mean it isn't worth it. You like playing, playing makes you 
happy, so you have to take the other stuff. And in the end, is it really that bad?" 


David looked over his shoulder, watching the partiers for a moment. "No, not really.” 


"There's a shitty side to everything you'll ever do." Steve didn't know where this was coming from. He was 
reassuring himself as much as David. "So does that mean you should just stop doing anything?" 


David smiled, flicking his cigarette butt so it arched out over the railing rather than just falling. Steve glanced 


at the ashtray - much more satisfying. 

"You're a wise man, Steve." 

And youre a terrible judge of character. 

Steve just shrugged. David stepped back from the railing, turning to shake Steve's hand. 

"I'm gonna head out. Nice meeting you." 

"You too. Don't give up, okay?" 

David nodded and walked off, the party roaring back up in the silence he left behind. On the street below, one 
car went by, weaving a little. The bars were closing. The party would die down soon, everyone grabbing 
however many groupies they could get and going up to their rooms or off to other hotels. These parties got 
wild, but the most outrageous stuff was saved for the privacy of smaller rooms and groups of two or three 


or six or however many. Thank God. 


Another man came out on the balcony, leaning against the railing right next to Steve, the one person he never 
minded interrupting his alone time. 


Hey’ 
"Hey. Who was that guy?” 

"Another refugee 

Phil cocked his head, but didn't ask. "You ready to go” 
Steve nodded. "Always" 


Phil's arm slid around his waist and they went inside, the blast of alcohol smell and party noises and people 
everywhere rendering Steve immobile for a minute, deaf and blind and dumb. 


His eyes focused on David, standing near the door, waiting for one of the Jon Bon Jovis of the world. The Jon 
Bon Jovi of the world, it turned out. He smiled at Steve when the pair passed him. 


"Thanks," he said, so quietly he might not have spoken at all. Phil didn't hear it, and neither did Jon. 


No problem. | know how much you needed a never give up; he tried to say, but he was already out the door. 
Because | know how much | need one. 


